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PREFACE. 




|EVENTEEN out of the twenty-one 
poems that compofe this little volume 
appeared during the years 1824- 1826 in a 
brief-lived fortnightly tranfatlantic magazine, en- 
titled the United States Literary Gazette* The author 
had not completed his eighteenth year when the 
firft of them appeared,* and had only juft paflTed his 
nineteenth when the laft was publiflied. An exa£l 
account of the dates of their appearance will not be 
without intereft : — 



' Henry Wadfworth Longfellow was bora at Portland, 
Maine, on February 27, 1807. 
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Poems by H. W. L. in the " United States 
Literary Gazette." 



I. 



Thankfgiving. ** When firft in ancient time, from 
JubaPs tongue/* Nov. 15, 1824. 

2. 
Autumnal Nightfall. " Round Autumn's moul- 
dering urn." Dec. i, 1824. 

3- 

Italian Scenery. *' Night refts in beauty on Mont 

Alto." Dec. 15, 1824. 

4- 
The Lunatic Girl. " Moft beautiful, moft gentle ! " 

Jan. I, 1825. 

5. 
The Venetian Gondolier. ** Here reft the weary 

oar!'* Jan. 15, 1825. 




Preface. v 

6. 

Woods in Winter. ** When winter winds are 
piercing chill " (partly reprinted in the Earlier 
Poems). Feb. i, 1825. 



Dirge over a Namelefs Grave. ** By yon ftill river, 
where the wave.** March 15, 1825. 



8. 



A Song of Savoy. ** As the dim twilight flirouds." 
March 15, 1825. 



An April Day (reprinted). April 15, 1825. 



10. 



The Indian Hunter. " When the fummer harveft 
was gathered in.** May 15, 1825. 



II. 



Hymn of the Moravian Nuns (reprinted). June i, 
1825. 
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12. 

Sunrife on the Hills (reprinted). July i, 1825. 

13- 
Jeckoyva. ** They made the warrior's grave be- 

fide." Auguft I, 1825. 

14. 
The Sea Diver. *'My way is on the bright blue 
fea.'* Auguft 15, 1825. 

15. 
Autumn. " With what a glory " (reprinted). 

o<a. 1, 1825. 

16, 

Mufings. *' I fat by my window one night." 
Nov. 15, 1825. 

17- 
Song. " Where from the eye of day.'* April i, 

1826. 

And here the contributions dropped, nor did the 
magazine itfelf (which contained alfo contributions 
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from other men who have fince rifen to celebrity) 
long furvive. 

The curious part of the affair is, that Longfellow, 
when iffuing his firft collefted volume of poems 
thirteen years later,^ thought it worth while to in- 
clude five (by no means the befl) of thefe early 
pieces, but did not care to refcue the other twelve 
(not only the larger, but by far the better portion of 
thefe juvenilia) from their oubliette. 

The pieces fo reprinted received a few unim- 
portant verbal alterations ; but they are here re- 
printed in the exa£l form in which they originally 
appeared. 

** Thefe poems," fays Mr. Longfellow in a (hort 
preface to this feftion of earlier pieces, ** were 
written for the moft part during my college* life, 



* "Voices of the Night.'' Bofton, 1839. 
" Bowdoin College, where Mr. Longfellow entered in 182 1, 
and graduated in 1825. 



Vlll 



Preface. 



and all of them before the age of nineteen. Some 
have found their way into fchools, and feem to be 
fuccefsful. Others lead a vagabond and precarious 
exiftence in the corners of newfpapers, or have 
changed their names and run away to feek their for- 
tunes beyond the fea. I fay, with the Biihop of 
Avranches^ on a fimilar occafion : ^ I cannot be dif- 
pleafed to fee thefe children of mine, which I have 
negleded, and almoft expofed, brought from their 
wanderings in lanes and alleys, and fafely lodged, in 
order to go forth into the world together in a more 
decorous garb.' " 

It is now more than half a century (ince the lateft 
of thefe pieces faw the light, and the name of Henry 
Wadfworth Longfellow is now known and honoured 
wherever the Englifli language is fpoken. Wc 
poiTefs the mature fruits of his genius ; but it will 
be a pleafant and profitable talk to all lovers and 

' Peter Daniel Huet. 
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ftudents of poetry, to have an opportunity of obferv- 
ing the firft flights of fong of one who has fince be- 
come fo famous. 

And yet it muft not be fuppofed that thefe early 
pieces, modeftly as the author feems to have con- 
fidered them, brought him no fame at the time. 
Years before he publiihed any feparate book, thefe 
ftray lyrics of his were quoted and admired in his 
own country. 

"Moft of Mr. Longfellow's poetry," writes 
George Cheever in 1831, ** indeed, we believe 
nearly all that has been publifhed, appeared, during 
his college life, in the United States Literary Ga- 
zette, It difplays a very refined tafte, and a very 
pure vein of poetical feeling. It pofTefTes what has 
been a rare quality in the American poets — fimpli- 
city of expreffion, without any attempt to ftartle 
the reader, or to produce an efFe£t by far-fought 
epithets. There is much fweetnefs in his imagery 
and language ; and fometimes he is hardly excelled 
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by any one for the quiet accuracy exhibited in his 
pictures of natural objeds. His poetry will not 
eafily be forgotten." ^ 

To fuch praife we need add little ; nor is it our 
intention to enter into detailed criticifm of thefe 
flight firft-fruits of Longfellow's Mufe. If the 
favour of them is fweet, the reader will not be un- 
grateful to us for culling them from the tangled 
wildernefs where they lay unheeded and in danger 
of perifhing. R. H. S. 

' •• The American Common- Place Book of Poetry, with 
Occafional Notes." By George B. Cheever. Bofton, 183 1, 
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THANKSGIVING. 

|H£N firft in ancient time, from Jubal's 
tongue 
The tuneful anthem iill*d the morning air, 
To facred hymnings and elyflan fong 
His mufic-breathing ihell the minftrel woke. 
Devotion breathed aloud from every chord : — 
The voice of praife was heard in every tone. 
And prayer, and thanks to Him the eternal one. 
To Him, that with bright infpiration touch'd 
The high and gifted lyre of heavenly fong. 
And warm'd the foul with new vitality. 
A ftirring energy through Nature breathed: — 
The voice of adoration from her broke, 
Swelling aloud in every breeze, and heard 
Long in the fuUen waterfall, — what time 
Soft Spring or hoary Autumn threw on earth 
Its bloom or blighting, — when the Summer fmiled, 
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Or Winter o'er the year's fepulchre mourn'd. 
The Deity was there ! — a namelefs fpirit 
Moved in the breafts of men to do Him homage ; 
And when the morning fmiled, or evening pale 
Hung weeping o'er the melancholy urn, 
They came beneath the broad o'erarching trees, 
And in their tremulous ihadow worfhipp'd oft, 
Where pale the vine clung round their fimple altars, 
And gray mofs mantling hung. Above was heard 
The melody of winds, breathed out as the green 

trees 
Bow'd to their quivering touch in living beauty. 
And birds fang forth their cheerful hymns. Below, 
The bright and widely wandering rivulet 
Struggled and guih'd amongft the tangled roots 
That choked its reedy fountain — and dark rocks 
Worn fmooth by the conftant current. Even there 
The liftlefs wave, that ftole with mellow voice 
Where reeds grew rank on the rufliy-fringed brink. 
And the green fedge bent to the wandering wind. 



^rJ^^'fJt^^'fJt^^^ 
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Sang with a cheerful fong of fweet tranquillity. 
Men felt the heavenly influence — and it ftole 
Like balm into their hearts, till all was peace ; 
And even the air they breathed — the light they faw — 
Became religion, — for the ethereal fpirit 
That to foft mufic wakes the chords of feeling, 
And mellows everything to beauty — moved 
With cheering energy within their breafts. 
And made all holy there — for all was love. 
The morning ftars, that fweetly fang together — 
The moon, that hung at night in the mid-lky — 
Dayfpring — and eventide — and all the fair 
And beautiful forms of Nature, had a voice 
Of eloquent worihip. Ocean with its tides 
Swelling and deep, where low the infant ftorm 
Hung on his dun, dark cloud, and heavily beat 
The pulfes of the fea, — fent forth a voice 
Of awful adoration to the spirit 
That, wrapt in darknefs, moved upon its face. 
And when the bow of evening arch'd the eaft, 



Thank/giving. 



Or, in the moonlight pale, the curling wave 
Kiff'd with a fweet embrace the fea-worn beach, 
And foft the fong of winds came o'er the waters. 
The mingled melody of wind and wave 
Touch'd like a heavenly anthem on the ear ; 
For it arofe a tuneful hymn of worihip. 
And have our hearts grown cold? Are there on 

earth 
No pure reflexions caught from heavenly light ? — 
Have our mute lips no hymn — our fouls no fong ? — 
Let him' that in the fummer day of youth 
Keeps pure the holy fount of youthful feeling, — 
And him that in the nightfall of his years 
Lies down in his laft fleep, and ihuts in peace 
His dim pale eyes on life's fliort wayfaring, 
Praife Him that rules the deftiny of man. 



Sunday Evening, 06lober, 1824. 





AUTUMNAL NIGHTFALL. 

OUND Autumn's mouldering urn 
Loud mourns the chill and cheerlefs gale, 
When nightfall fhades the quiet vale, 
And ftars in beauty burn. 

*Tis the year's eventide. 
The wind, like one that fighs in pain 
O'er joys that ne'er will bloom again, 

Mourns on the far hill-iide. 

And yet my penfive eye 
Refts on the faint blue mountain long. 
And for the fairy-land of fong, 

That lies beyond, I figh. 

The moon unveils her brow ; 
In the mid-fky her urn glows bright, 
And in her fad and mellowing light 

The valley fleeps below. 



Autumnal NightfalL 



Upon the hazel gray 
The lyre of Autumn hangs unftrung, 
And o'er its tremulous chords are flung 

The fringes of decay. 

I ftand deep mufing here, 
Beneath the dark and motionlefs beech, 
Whilft wandering winds of nightfall reach 

My melancholy ear. 

The air breathes chill and free; 
A Spirit in foft muflc calls 
From Autumn's gray and mofs-grown halls, 

And round her withered tree. 



The hoar and mantled oak, 
With mofs and twifted ivy brown, 
Bends in its lifelefs beauty down 

Where weeds the fountain choke. 
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That fountain's hollow voice 
Echoes the found of precious things j — 
Of early feeling's tuneful fprings 

Choked with our blighted joys. 

Leaves, that the night-wind bears 
To earth's cold bofom with a figh, 
Are types of our mortality, 

And of our fading years. 

The tree that (hades the plain, 
Wafting and hoar as time decays, 
Spring fliall renew with cheerful days, — 

But not my joys again. 
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ITALIAN SCENERY. 

|IGHT refts in beauty on Mont Alto. 
Beneath its (hade the beauteous Arno 
fleeps 

In Vallombrofa's bofom, and dark trees 
Bend with a calm and quiet (hadow down 
Upon the beauty of that filent river. 
Still in the weft a melancholy fmile 
Mantles the lips of day, and twilight pale 
Moves like a (pe{kre in the dufky iky ; 
While eve's fweet ftar on the faft-fading year 
Smiles calmly : — Muflc fteals at intervals 
Acrofs the water, with a tremulous fwell, 
From out the upland dingle of tall iirs, 
And a faint foot-fall founds, where dim and dark 
Hangs the gray willow from the river's brink, 
O'erfliadowing its current. Slowly there 
The lover's gondola drops down the ftream. 
Silent, — fave when its dipping oar is heard. 
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Or in its eddy fighs the rippling wave. 
Mouldering and mofs-grown, through the lapfe of 

years, 
In inotionlefs beauty ftands the giant oak, 
Whilft thofe that faw its green and flouriihing youth 
Are gone and are forgotten. Soft the fount, 
Whofe fecret fprings the ftar-light pale difclofes, 
Gufhes in hollow mudc, and beyond 
The broader river fweeps its filent way. 
Mingling a filver current with that fea, 
Whofe waters have no tides, coming nor going. 
On noifelefs wing along that fair blue fea 
The halcyon flits, — and where the wearied ftorm 
Left a loud moaning, all is peace again. 



A calm is on the deep ! The winds that came 
O'er the dark fea-furge with a tremulous breathing, 
And mourn'd on the dark clifF where weeds grew 

rank. 
And to the autumnal death-dirge the deep fea 
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Heaved its long billows, — with a cheerlefs fong 

Have paff'd away to the cold earth again, 

Like a wayfaring mourner. Silently 

Up from the calm fea's dim and diftant verge, 

Full and unveil'd the moon's broad di(k emerges. 

On Tivoli, and where the fairy hues 

Of autumn glow upon Abruzzi's woods. 

The filver light is fpreading. Far above, 

EncompaflTd with their thin, cold atmofphere. 

The Apennines uplift their fnowy brows. 

Glowing with colder beauty, where unheard 

The eagle fcreams in the fathomlefs ether. 

And ftays his wearied wing. Here let us paufe ! — 

The fpirit of thefe folitudes — the foul 

That dwells within thefe fteep and difficult places — 

Speaks a myderious language to mine own. 

And brings unutterable mufmgs. Earth 

Sleeps in the fhades of nightfall, and the fea 

Spreads like a thin blue haze beneath my feet, 

Whilft the gray columns and the mouldering tombs 
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Of the Imperial City, hidden deep 

Beneath the mantle of their (hadows, reft. 

My fpirit looks on earth ! — A heavenly voice 

Comes filently — ^**Dreamcr,is earth thy dwelling ? — 

Lo ! nurfed within that fair and fruitful bofom 

Which has fuftain'd thy being, and within 

The colder breaft of Ocean, lie the germs 

Of thine own diflblution ! — E'en the air, 

That fans the clear bluefkyand gives thceftrength, — 

Up from the fuUen lake of mouldering reeds. 

And the wide wafte of foreft, where the ofier 

Thrives in the damp and motionlefs atmofphere, — 

Shall bring the dire and wafting peftilence 

Ajid blight thy cheek. Dream thou of higher 

things ; 
This world is not thy home ! " — And yet my eye 
Refts upon earth again ! How beautiful. 
Where wild Velino heaves its fullen waves 
Down the high cliff" of gray and ftiapelefs granite, — 
Hung on the curling mift, the moonlight bow 
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Arches the perilous river. — ^A foft light 
Silvers the Albanian mountains, and the haze 
That refts upon their fummits mellows down 
The aufterer features of their beauty. Faint 
And dim-difcover'd glow the Sabine hills, 
And liftening to the Tea's monotonous (hell. 
High on the clifis of Terracina (lands 
The caftle of the royal Goth* in ruins. 

But night is in her wane : — day's early flufli 
Glows like a he£lic on her fading cheek, 
Wafting its beauty. And the opening dawn 
With cheerful luftre lights the royal city, 
Where with its proud tiara of dark towers. 
It fleeps upon its own romantic bay. 

I 

* Theodoric. 





THE LUNATIC GIRL. 

|OST beautiful, moft gentle ! Yet how loft 
To all that gladdens the fair earth ; the 
eye 

That watch'd her being $ the maternal care 
That kept and nourifh'd her; and the calm light 
That fteals from our own thoughts, and foftly refts 
On youth's green valleys and fmooth-fliding waters. 
Alas ! few funs of life, and fewer winds. 
Had wither 'd or had wafted the frefti rofe 
That bloom'd upon her cheek ; but one chill froft 
Came in that early Autumn, when ripe thought 
Is rich and beautiful, — and blighted it ; 
And the fair ftalk grew languid day by day, 
And droop'd, — ^and droop'd, and flied its many 

leaves. 
'Tis faid that fome have died of love, and fome. 
That once from beauty's high romance had caught 
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Love's pafHonate feelings and heart-wafting cares. 
Have fpurn'd life's threfliold with a defperate foot : 
And others have gone mad, — and flie was one ! — 
Her lover died at fea ; and they had felt 
A coldnefs for each other when they parted ; 
But love returned again, and, to her ear 
Came tidings that the fliip which bore her lover 
Had fuUenly gone down at fea, and all were loft. 
I faw her in her native vale, when high 
The afpiring lark up from the reedy river 
Mounted on cheerful pinion ; and (he fat 
Cafting fmooth pebbles into a clear fountain, 
And marking how they funk ; — and oft flie figh'd 
For him that perifli'd thus in the vaft deep. 
She had a fea-ftiell, that her lover brought 
From the far diftant ocean, and ftie preft^'d 
Its fmooth cold lips unto her ear, and thought 
It whifper'd tidings of the dark blue fea ; 
And fad, flie cried, " The tides are out ! — and now 
I fee his corfe upon the ftormy beach ! " 



Tihe Lunatic Girl. 
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Around her neck a ftring of rofe-lipp'd (hells 
And coral, and white pearl, was loofely hung. 
And clofe befide her lay a delicate fan. 
Made of the halcyon's blue wing ; and when 
She look'd upon it, it would calm her thoughts 
As that bird calms the ocean, — for it gave, 
Mournful, yet pleafant memory. Once I mark'd, 
When through the mountain hollows and green 

woods. 
That bent beneath its footfteps, the loud wind 
Came with a voice as of the reftlefs deep. 
She raifed her head, and on her pale cold cheek 
A beauty of diviner feeming came: 
And then {he fpread her hands, and fmiled, as if 
She welcomed a long abfent friend, — and then 
Shrunk timoroufly back again, and wept. 
I turn'd away : a multitude of thoughts. 
Mournful and dark, were crowding on my mind. 
And as I left that loft and ruin'd one, 
A living monument that ftill on earth 
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There is warm love and deep fincerity, — 

She gazed upon the weft, where the blue fky 

Held, like an ocean, in its wide embrace 

Thofe fairy iflands of bright cloud, that lay 

So calm and quietly in the thin ether. 

And then (he pointed where, alone and high, 

One little cloud fail'd onward, like a loft 

And wandering bark, and fainter grew, and fainter, 

And foon was fwallow'd up in the blue depths. 

And when it funk away, ftie turn'd again 

With fad defpondency and tears to earth. 

Three long and weary months, — yet not a whifper 
Of ftcrn reproach for that cold parting ! Then 
She fat no longer by her favourite fountain ! — 
She was at reft for ever. 
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THE VENETIAN GONDOLIER. 

|ERE reft the weary oar ! — foft airs 
Breathe out in the o'erarching fky ; 
And Night ! — fweet Night— ferenely 
wears 
A fmile of peace ; — her noon is nigh. 

Where the tall fir in quiet ftands, 

And waves, embracing the chafte fhores, 

Move o'er fea-fliells and bright fands, — 
Is heard the found of dipping oars. 

Swift o'er the wave the light bark fprings, 
Love's midnight hour draws lingering ^ear : 

And lift ! — his tuneful viol ftrings 
The young Venetian Gondolier. 

Lo ! on the filver-mirror'd deep, 
On earth, and her embofom*d lakes. 

And where the filent rivers fweep, — 

From the thin cloud fair moonlight breaks. 
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Soft muHc breathes around, and dies 
On the calm bofom of the Tea ; 

Whilft in her cell the novice fighs 
Her vefpers to her rofary. 

At their dim altars bow fair forms, 

In tender charity for thofe, 
That, helplefs left to life's rude ftorms, 

Have never found this calm repofe. 

The bell fwings to its midnight chime, 
Relieved againft the deep blue fky ! — 

Hafte ! — dip the oar again ! — 'tis time 
To feek Genevra's balcony. 
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WOODS IN WINTER. 

HEN winter winds are piercing chill. 
And through the white-thorn blows the 

gale, 

With folemn feet I tread the hill 
That over-brows the lonely vale. 

O'er the bare upland, and away 
Through the long reach of defert woods, 

The embracing funbeams chaftely play. 
And gladden thefe deep folitudes. 

On the gray maple's crufted bark 
Its tender {hoots the hoar-froft nips ; 

Whilft in the frozen fountain — hark ! 
His piercing beak the bittern dips.^ 

Where, twifted round the barren oak, 
The fummer vine in beauty clung, 

And fummer winds the ftillnefs broke, — 
The cryftal icicle is hung. 

' This ftanza is omitted in the reprint. 
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Where from their frozen urns mute fprings 
Pour out the river's gradual tide, 

Shrilly the fkater's iron rings, 

And voices fill the woodland (ide. 

Alas ! — how changed from the fair fcene, 
When birds fang out their mellow lay ; 

And winds were foft — ^and woods were green- 
And the fong ceafed not with the day. 

But ftill wild muiic is abroad. 

Pale, defert woods ! within your crowd, 
And gather'd winds, in hoarfe accord. 

Amid the vocal reeds pipe loud. 

Chill airs, and wintry winds ! my ear 
Has grown familiar with your fong ; 

I hear it in the opening year — 
I liften, and it cheers me long. 





DIRGE OVER A NAMELESS GRAVE. 

Y yon ftill river, where the wave 

Is winding flow at evening's clofe, 
The beech, upon a namelefs grave, 
Its fadly-moving {hadow throws. 

0*er the hir woods the fun looks down 
Upon the many-twinkling leaves. 

And twilight's mellow (hades are brown, 
Where darkly the green turf upheaves. 

The river glides in filence there. 
And hardly waves the fapling tree : 

Sweet flowers are fpringing, and the air 
Is full of balm, — but where is £he 1 

They bade her wed a fon of pride, 

And leave the hopes fhe cherifhM long : 

She loved but one, — and would not hide 
A love which knew no wrong. 
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And months went fadly on, — and years : — 
And fhe was wafting day by day : 

At length fhe died, — and many tears 
Were (bed, that fhe fhould pafs away. 

Then came a gray old man, and knelt 
With bitter weeping by her tomb : — 

And others mourn'd for him, who felt 
That he had feal'd a daughter's doom. 

The funeral train has long paft on. 
And time wiped dry the father's tear ! 

Farewell, — loft maiden ! — there is one 
That mourns thee yet, — ^and he is here. 
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A SONG OF SAVOY. 




S the dim twilight fhrouds 

The mountain's purple creft, 
And fummer's white and folded clouds 
Are glowing in the weft, 
Loud {houts come up the rocky dell, 
And voices hail the evening bell. 

Faint is the goatherd's fong, 

And Hghing comes the breeze : 
The (ilent river fweeps along 

Amid its bending trees, — 
And the full moon (bines faintly there, 
And mufic fills the evening air. 

Beneath the waving firs 

The tinkling cymbals found ; 
Arid as the wind the foliage ftirs, 

I fee the dancers bound 
Where the green branches, arch'd above. 
Bend over this fair fcene of love. 
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A Song of Savoy. 



And he is there, that fought 

My young heart long ago ! 
But he has left me, — though I thought 

He ne'er could leave me fo. 
Ah ! lovers* vows — how frail are they !- 
And his — were made but yefterday. 



Why comes he not ? I call 

In tears upon him yet j — 
'Twere better ne'er to love at all, 

Than love, and then forget ! 
Why comes he not ? Alas ! I fhould 
Reclaim him ftill, if weeping could. 

But fee, — he leaves the glade. 

And beckons me away : 
He comes to feek his mountain maid !- 

I cannot chide his flay. 
Glad founds along the valley fwell. 
And voices hail the evening bell. 





AN APRIL DAY. 

[HEN the warm fun, that brings 

Seed-time and harveft, has return'd 
again, 

'Tis fweet to vifit the ftill wood, where fprings 
The firft flower of the plain. 

I love the feafon well 
When foreft glades are teeming with bright forms. 
Nor dark and many-folded clouds foretell 

The coming-in of ftorms. 

From the earth's loofen'd mould 
The fapling draws its fuftenance, and thrives : 
Though ftricken to the heart with winter's cold, 

The drooping tree revives. 

The foftly-warbled fong 
Comes through the pleafant woods, and colour' d wings 
Glance quick in the bright fun, that moves along 

The foreft openings. 
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An April Day. 



And when bright funfet fills 
The filver woods with light, the green flope throws 
Its (hadows in the hollows of the hills, 

And wide the upland glows. 

And when the day is gone, 
In the blue lake the fky o'er-reaching far 
Is hollovv'd out, and the moon dips her horn. 

And twinkles many a ftar. 

Inverted in the tide, 
Stand the gray rocks, and trembling {hadows throw, 
And the fair trees look over, fide by fide, 

And fee themfelves below. 

Sweet April ! — many a thought 
Is wedded unto thee, as hearts are wed ; 
Nor (hall they fail, till to its autumn brought 

Life's golden fruit is (bed. 




THE INDIAN HUNTER. 

I HEN the fummer harvcft was gathered in. 
And the iheaf of the gleaner grew white 
and thin, 

And the ploughihare was in its furrow left, 
Where the ftubble land had been lately cleft, 
An Indian hunter, with unftrung bow, 
Look'd down where the valley lay ftretch'd below. 

He was a ftranger there, and all that day, 
Had been out on the hills, a perilous way. 
But the foot of the deer was far and fleet, 
And the wolf kept aloof from the hunter's feet. 
And bitter feelings pafPd o'er him then. 
As he flood by the populous haunts of men. 

The winds of autumn came over the woods 
As the fun flole out from their folitudes. 
The mofs was white on the maple's trunk. 
And dead from its arms the pale vine fhrunk. 



28 



The Indian Hunter. 



And ripen'd the mellow fruit hung, and red 
Were the tree's withered leaves round it (hed. 

The foot of the reaper moved flow on the lawn^ 
And the fickle cut down the yellow corn, — 
The mower fung loud by the meadow-fide. 
Where the mifts of evening were fpreading wide. 
And the voice of the herdfman came up the lea. 
And the dance went round by the greenwood tree. 

Then the hunter turn'd away from that fcene. 
Where the home of his fathers once had been. 
And heard by the diftant and meafured ftroke. 
That the woodman hew'd down the giant oak. 
And burning thoughts flafh'd over his mind 
Of the white man's faith, and love unkind. 

The moon of the harveft grew high and bright. 
As her golden horn pierced the cloud of white, — 
A footftep was heard in the ruftling brake, 
Where the beech overftiadow'd the mifty lake. 



l!he Indian Hunter. 
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And a mourning voice, and a plunge from (bore ; — 
And the hunter was feen on the hills no more. 

When years had paflTd on, by that ftill lake-fide 
The fifher look'd down through the filver tide. 
And there on the fmooth yellow fand difplayM, 
A ikeleton wafted and white was laid, 
And 'twas feen, as the waters moved deep and flow. 
That the hand was ftill grafping a hunter's bow. 





HYMN OF THE MORAVIAN NUNS 

AT THE CONSECRATION OF PULASKl's BANNER.* 

jHEN the dying flame of day 
Through the chancel fliot its ray, 
Far the glimmering tapers (bed 
Faint light on the cowled head ; 
And the cenfer burning fwung, 
Where before the altar hung 
The proud banner, that with prayer 
Had been confecrated there. 
And the nuns' fweet hymn was heard the while, 
Sung low in the dim myfterious aifle. 

Take thy banner ! — may it wave 
Proudly o'er the good and brave, 

* The ftandard of Count Pulaflci, the noble Pole who fell 
in the attack upon Savannah, during the American RevolutioD, 
was of crimfon fllk, embroidered by the Moravian Nuns of 
Bethlehem in Pennfylvania. — Author's Note. 





Hymn of the Morcrvian Nuns. 3 1 

When the battle's diftant wail 
Breaks the fabbath of our vale, — 
When the clarion's mufic thrills 
To the hearts of thefe lone hills, 
When the fpear in conflidt ihakes. 
And the ilrong lance (hivering breaks. 

Take thy banner ! — and beneath 
The war-cloud's encircling wreath, 
Guard it — till our homes are free — ■ 
Guard it — God will profper thee ! 
In the dark and trying hour. 
In the breaking forth of power. 
In the rufh of fteeds and men, 
His right hand will (hield thee then. 

Take thy banner ! But when night 
Clofes round the ghaftly fight. 
If the vanquifli'd warrior bow, 
Spare him ! — by our holy vow. 



3 2 Hymn of the Moravian Nuns. 

By our prayers and many tears, 

By the mercy that endears, 

Sparc him — he our love hath fhared — 

Spare him — as thou would ft be fpared ! 

Take thy banner ! — and if e'er 
Thou (houldft prefs the foldier's bier. 
And the muffled drum {hould beat 
To the tread of mournful feet. 
Then this crimfon flag {hall be 
Martial cloak and (hroud for thee ! 

And the warrior took that banner proud. 
And it was his martial cloak and fhroud. 






SUNRISE ON THE HILLS. 

STOOD upon the hills, when heaven's 
wide arch [march. 

Was glorious with the fun's returning 
And woods were brighten 'd, and fofc gales 
Went forth to kifs the fun-clad vales. 
The clouds were far beneath me : — bathed in light 
They gathered midway round the wooded height. 
And in their fading glory ihone 
Like hofts in battle overthrown, 
As many a pinnacle, with fhifting glance. 
Through the gray mift thruft up its (hatter'd lance, 
And rocking on the clifF was left 
The dark pine blafted, bare, and cleft. 
The veil of cloud was lifted, — and below 
Glow'd the rich valley, and the river's flow 
Was darkened by the foreft's (hade. 
Or gliften'd in the white cafcade ; 
Where upward in the mellow blufli of day. 
The noify bittern wheel'd his fpiral way. 
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Sunrife on the Hills. 



I heard the diftant waters dafh — 
I faw the current whirl and flafh — 
And richly by the blue lake's filver beach 
The woods were bending with a filent reach. 
Then o'er the vale with gentle fwell 
The mufic of the village bell 
Came fweetly to the echo-giving hills ; 
And the wild horn, whofe voice the woodland fills. 
Was ringing to the merry {bout 
That faint and far the glen fent out, 
Where, anfwering to the fudden {hot, thin fmoke 
Through thick-leaved branches from the dingle 
broke. 

If thou art worn and hard befet 
With forrows that thou wouldft forget, — 
If thou wouldft read a leiTon that will keep 
Thy heart from fainting and thy foul from fleep. 
Go to the woods and hills ! — no tears 
Dim the fweet look that Nature wears. 
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JECKOYVA. 

The Indian chief, Jeckoyva, as tradition fays, perifhed alone 
on the mountain which now bears his name. Night overtook 
him whilft hunting among the cliffs, and he was not heard ot 
till after a long time, when his half-decayed corpfe was found 
at the foot of a high rock, over which he muft have fallen. 
Mount Jeckoyva is near the White Hills. 

HEY made the warrior's grave befide 
The dafhing of his native tide : 
And there was mourning in the glen — 
The ftrong wail of a thoufand men — 

O'er him thus fallen in his pride, 
Ere mift of age — or blight or blaft 
Had o'er his mighty fpirit paft. 

They made the warrior's grave beneath 
The bending of the wild-elm's wreath, 
When the dark hunter's piercing eye 
Had found that mountain reft on high, 

Where, fcatter'd by the fharp wind's breath. 
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Beneath the rugged clifF were thrown 
The ftrong belt and the mouldering bone. 



Where was the warrior's foot, when firft 
The red fun on the mountain burft ? — 
Where — when the fultry noon-time came 
On the green vales with fcorching flame, 

And made the woodlands faint with third? 
'Twas where the wind is keen and loud. 
And the gray eagle breafts the cloud. 



Where was the warrior's foot, when night 
Veil'd in thick cloud the mountain height ? 
None heard the loud and fudden crafh, — 
None faw the fallen warrior dafh 

Down the bare rock fo high and white ! — 
But he that droop'd not in the chafe 
Made on the hills his burial-place. 
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They fbund him there, when die long day 
Of cold defertion palTd away, 
And traces on that barren cleft 
Of ftru^ling hard with death were left — 
Deep marks and footprints in the clay ! 
And they have laid this feathery helm 
By the dark river and green elm. 




THE SEA-DIVER. 

Y way is on the bright blue Tea, 

My fleep upon its rocking tide ; 
And many an eye has followed me 
Where billows clafp the worn fea-fide. 

My plumage bears the crimfbn blufh. 
When ocean by the fea is kifTd ! 

When fades the evening's purple flufh^ 
My dark wing cleaves the filver mift. 

Full many a fathom down beneath 
The bright arch of the fplendid deep 

My ear has heard the fea-fhell breathe 
O'er living myriads in their fleep. 

They refted by the coral throne. 

And by the pearly diadem ; 
Where the pale fea-grape had o'ergrown 
The glorious dwellings made for them. 




The Sea-Diver. 
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At night upon my ftorm-drench'd wing, 
I poifed above a helmlefs bark. 

And foon I faw the (hatter'd thing 
Had pafT'd away and left no mark. 

And when the wind and ftorm were done, 
A fhip, that had rode out the gale, 

Sunk down — without a fignal gun, 
And none was left to tell the tale. 

I faw the pomp of day depart, — 
The cloud refign its golden crown. 

When to the ocean's beating heart 
The Tailor's wafted corfe went down. 

Peace be to thofe whofe graves are made 
Beneath the bright and (liver fea ! — 

Peace — that their relics there were laid' 
With no vain pride and pageantry. 




AUTUMN. 



K 




ITH what a glory comes and goes the 

year ! — 
The] buds of fpring, — thofe beautiful 
harbingers 
Of funny ikies and cloudlefs times, — enjoy 
Life's newnefs, and earth's garniture fpread out ; 
And when the filver habit of the clouds 
Comes down upon the autumn fun, and with 
A fober gladnefs the old year takes up 
His bright inheritance of golden fruits, 
A pomp and pageant fill the fplendid fcene. 



There is a beautiful fpirit breathing now 
Its mellow richnefs on the clufter'd trees. 
And from a beaker full of richeft dyes 
Pouring new glory on the autumn woods. 
And dipping in warm light the pillar'd clouds. 
Morn on the mountain, like a fummer bird. 




Autumn. 
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Lifts up her purple wing, and in the vales 
The gentle wind, a fweet and pafSonate wooer, 
Kifles the blufhing leaf, and ftirs up life 
Within the folemn woods of afli deep-crimfon'd. 
And filver beech, and maple yellow-leaf 'd, — 
Where autumn, like a faint old man, fits down 
By the wayfide a-weary. Through the trees 
The golden robin moves ; the purple tinch. 
That on wild cherry and red cedar feeds, — 
A winter bird, — comes with its plaintive whiftle, 
And pecks by the witch-hazel, whilft aloud 
From cottage roofs the warbling blue-bird fings, 
And merrily with oft-repeated ftroke 
Sounds from the threfhing-floor the bufy flail. 



O what a glory doth this world put on 
For him that with a fervent heart goes forth 
Under the bright and glorious (ky, and looks 
On duties well perform'd, and days well fpent ! 
For him the wind, ay, and the yellow leaves 
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Autumn. 



Shall have a voicey and give him eloquent teachings. 
He (hall fo hear the folemn hymn, that Death 
Has lifted up for all, that he (hall go 
To his long refling-place without a tear. 








MUSINGS. 

SAT by my window one night, 

And watch'd how the ftars grew high ; 
And the earth and fkies were a fplendid 
fight 
To a fober and mufing eye. 

From heaven the filver moon (hone down 

With gentle and mellow ray. 
And beneath the crowded roofis of the town 

In broad light and (hadow lay. 

A glory was on the filent Tea, 

And mainland and ifland too, 
Till a haze came over the lowland lea, 

And ibrouded that beautiful blue. 

Bright in the moon the autumn wood 

Its crimfon fcarf uiuroU'd, 
And the trees like a fplendid army flood 

In a panoply of gold ! 
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Mufings. 



I faw them waving their banners high, 
As their crefts to the night wind bow'd, 

And a diftant found on the air went by, 
Like the whifpering of a crowd. 

Then I watch'd from my window how faft 

The lights all around me fled, 
As the wearied man to his flumber paflf d 

And the (ick one to his bed. 

All fided fave one, that burn'd 

With diftant and fteady light ; 
But that, too, went out, — and I turn'd 

Where my own lamp within (hone bright ! 

Thus, thought I, our joys muft die, 
Yes — the brighteft from earth we win : 

Till each turns away, with a figh, 

To the lamp that burns brightly within. 




SONG. 

HERE, from the eye of day, 
The dark and filent river 
Purfues through tangled woods a way 
O'er which the tall trees quiver ; 

The filver mift, that breaks 
From out that woodland cover, 

Betrays the hidden path it takes, 
And hangs the current over ! 

So oft the thoughts that burft 
From hidden fprings of feeling, 

Like filent ftreams, unfeen at firft. 
From our cold hearts are dealing : 

But foon the clouds that veil 

The eye of Love, when glowing, 

Betray the long unwhifper'd tale 
Of thoughts in darknefs flowing ! 







BURIAL OF THE MINNISINK. 

iN funny flope and beechen fwell. 
The (hadow'd light of evening fell ; 
And where the maple's leaf was brown. 
With foft and (ilent lapfe came down 
The glory, that the wood receives, 
At funfet, in its brazen leaves. 

Far upward in the mellow light 
Rofe the blue hills. One cloud of white, 
Around a hr uplifted cone. 
In the warm blufli of evening (hone ; 
An image of the filver lakes 
By which the Indian's foul awakes. 

But foon a funeral hymn was heard. 
Where the foft breath of evening ftirr'd 
The tall, gray foreft ; and a band 
Of ftern in heart, and ftrong in hand, 
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Came winding down befide the wave, 
To lay the red chief in his grave. 

They fang, that by his native bowers 
He ftood, in the laft moon of flowers, 
And thirty fnows had not yet (hed 
Their glory on the warrior's head ; 
But, as the fummer fruit decays, 
So died he in thofe naked days. 

A dark cloak of the roebuck's fkin 
Cover'd the warrior, and within 
Its heavy folds the weapons, made 
For the hard toils of war, were laid ; 
The cuirafs, woven of plaited reeds. 
And the broad belt, of fhells and beads. 

Before, a dark-hair'd virgin train 
Chanted the death dirge of the flain ; 
Behind, the long proceffion came 
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Of hoary men and chiefs of fame. 
With heavy hearts, and eyes of grief. 
Leading the war-horfe of their chief. 

Stripped of his proud and martial drefs, 
Uncurb'd, unrein'd, and riderlefs. 
With darting eye, and noftril fpread. 
And heavy and impatient tread, 
He came ; and oft that eye (o proud 
Afk'd for his rider in the crowd. 

They buried the dark chief; they freed 
Bedde the grave his battle fteed ; 
And fwift an arrow cleaved its way 
To his ftern heart ! One piercing neigh 
Arofe, — and, on the dead man's plain. 
The rider grafps his fteed again. 








THE SPIRIT OF POETRY. 

I HERE is a quiet fpirit in thefe woods, 
That dwells where'er the gentle fouth 
wind blows ; 

Where, underneath the white-thorn, in the glade, 
The wild flowers bloom, or, kiffing the foft air. 
The leaves above their funny palms outfpread. 
With what a tender and impaffion'd voice 
It fills the nice and delicate ear of thought. 
When the faft-uibering ftar of morning comes 
O'er-riding the gray hills with golden fcarf j 
Or when the cowl'd and dufky-fandal'd Eve, 
In mourning weeds, from out the weftern gate. 
Departs with filent pace ! That fpirit moves 
In the green valley, where the filver brook, 
f'rom its full laver, pours the white cafcade ; 
And, babbling low amid the tangled woods, 
Slips down through mofs-grown ftones with endlefs 
laughter. 
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The Spirit of Poetry. 
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And frecjuent, on the everlafting hills, 
Its feet go forth, when it doth wrap itfelf 
In all the dark embroidery of the ftorm, " 

And (houts the ftern, ftrong wind. And here, amid 
The filent majefty of thefe deep woods, 
Its prefence (hall uplift thy thoughts from earth, 
As to the funfliine, and the pure bright air. 
Their tops the green trees lift Hence gifted bards 
Have ever loved the calm and quiet (hades. 
For them there was an eloquent voice in all 
The fylvan pomp of woods, the golden fun. 
The flowers, the leaves, the river on its way. 
Blue fkies, and (ilver clouds, and gentle winds, — 
The fwelling upland, where the fidelong fun 
A flan t the wooded flope, at evening, goes, — 
Groves, through whofe broken roof the (ky looks in. 
Mountain, and (hatter'd clifF, and funny vale, 
The diftant lake, fountains, — and mighty trees, 
In many a lazy fyllable, repeating 
Their old poetic legends to the wind. 




The Spirit of Poetry. 
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And this is the fweet fpirit that doth fill 
The world i and, in thefe wayward days of 

youth, 
My bufy &ncy oft embodies it, 
As a bright image of the light and beauty 
That dwell in nature, — of the heavenly forms 
We worfhip in our dreams, and the foft hues 
That ftain the wild bird's wing, and flufli the 

clouds 
When the fun fets. Within her eye 
The heaven of April, with its changing light, 
And when it wears the blue of May, is hung. 
And on her lip the rich, red rofe. Her hair 
Is like the fummer trefles of the trees, 
When twilight makes them brown, and on her 

cheek 
Blufhes the richnefs of an autumn fky, 
With ever-lhifting beauty. Then her breath, 
It is fo like the gentle air of Spring, 
As, from the morning's dewy flowers, it comes 
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The Spirit of Poetry. 



Full of their fragrance, that it is a joy 

To have it round us, — and her filver voice 

Is the rich mulic of a fummer bird, 

Heard in the ftill night, with its palEonate cadence. 
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TWO SONNETS FROM THE SPANISH OF 



FRANCISCO DE MEDRANO.' 

I. 

Art and Nature. 

Causa la vifla el artificio humano^ etc. 

|H£ works of human artifice foon tire 
The curious eye ; the fountain's sparkling 
rill, 

And gardens, when adorn'd by human fkill 
Reproach the feeble hand, the vain defire. 




^ Theie Sonnets appeared at the end of Mr. Longfellow*s 
firft feparate publication, *' Coplas de Don Jorge Manrique, 
tranAated from the Spanifh ; with an Introductory Eflay on 
the Moral and Devotional Poetry of Spain. By Henry W. 
Longfellow, ProfeiTor of Mod. Lang, and Lit. in Bowdoin 
College.*' Bofton: Allen and Ticknor, 1833. pp. 85-87. 
They have never fince been reprinted. — Ed. 
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Art and Nature. 



But, O ! the free and wild magnificence 
Of Nature, in her laviih hours, doth fteal. 
In admiration filent and intenfe 
The foul of him, who hath a foul to feel. 

The river moving on its ceafelefs way. 
The verdant reach of meadows fair and green. 
And the blue hills, that bound the fylvan fcene, 

Thefe fpeak of grandeur, that defies decay, — 
Proclaim the Eternal Architect on high, 
Who ftamps on all his works his own eternity. 



II. 

The Two Harvests. 

Yo vi romper aqueflas vegas llanasy etc. 

|UT yefterday thefe few and hoary (heaves 
Waved in the golden harveft; from the plain 
I faw the blade (hoot upward, and the grain 
Put forth the unripe ear and tender leaves. 



^♦^^♦^it^4^it^*^^i^iJ^4# 




I'be 'Two Harvejis. 
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Then the glad upland fmiled upon the view, 
And to the air the broad green leaves unroll'd, 
A peerlefs emerald in each filken fold, 
And on each palm a pearl of morning dew. 

And thus fprang up and ripen'd in brief fpace 
All that beneath the reaper's (ickle died, 
All that fmiled beauteous in the fummertide. 

And what are we ? a copy of that race, 
The later harveft of a longer year ! 
And, O ! how many fall before the ripen'd ear ! 




CHISWICK press: — C. WHITTINGHAM, TOOKS COURT, 
CHANCERY LANE. 




